THE TRAIN
each other, quite low down over the bed, well scrubbed,
alabaster-white. The paint shone.
The hanging bed swung very slightly with the move-
ment of the train, like a cradle. But nothing could lull
Nifonov to sleep any more.
Why was his strength coming back to him, when he
had lost a leg? The other one was still there, but he would
not be able to walk—he had understood so much from
the doctor's veiled talk. What was he to do with his
returned strength?
There were his lathes standing at the factory, a whole
row of lathes, their sharpened cutters gleaming. And he
had walked among them—light, agile, and delighting
in the unhurried swiftness with which the work went on.
Newspapermen would come and write all sorts of
amusing things in their papers—for instance, they
would reckon out how many kilometres Nifonov walked
in the shop during the day,
He had good wages and a good reputation—both his
father and grandfather had worked at the same factory.
He had not chosen his job, he had inherited it, like the
cottage where he was born and where his parents died.
He was married. ... His friends laughed—the Lord
had sent Nifonov a fine family life! His wife was the
chairman of the factory trade-union committee, she
would come home late in the evening, look at her
husband with kindly eyes fogged with weariness, and
ask mechanically:
"What was it I was wanting to tell you?35
He would warm up some supper for her and pour
out tea. He laughed at her, poked gentle fun at her and
respected her greatly. They had two daughters who
seemed to grow up by themselves. In the winter they
went to school, the summer they spent in a Pioneer
camp, ,..
How they would all cry when they heard that he had
lost a leg. The old women would all come to his wife
in the factory committee groaning and moaning and try
to comfort her, good ample folL ... But all that was

